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victor to have beaten it.    But fai us and God.
I told Borget that September ^ and a whole year in the Ukraine a: know I wrote him that he could send you a scrap of a letter from t will please you; you will see in i that beauty of sentiment, that ma rush of love he has to those wh< do not go and love him too much,. to you your chain, the sketches your seal, if it is done, without kn you. So tell me the day you wil go there. He is my Thaddeus, y< for me, I should do for him. C fine sentiments. As much as d your husband's heart when you s Severine, so much should I go jo; your name a service to your Thad
From to-day, Sunday, I shall w word, on a little diary. Yes, the shall alone touch the manuscript will be coarsely bound in the gray easily on the floors. Am I not a minette? Have I not found a p wanted destroyed, and a souvenir precious, or simpler. Book of c< love and in joys terrestrial as coin another order of things, I feel through mother. My mother has committed, with good in tions, follies that bring a person into disrepute. I am I, I, so busy, forced to undertake the educatioi ray mother, hold her in check, make a child of I Dear angel, what a sad thing to think that if the w has accumulated obstacles in my life, my family 1 clone worse in being of no use to me, and secretly h pering me. One day or other the world counts us
